Story by La\\a-j\t the Priest

JIE loved the Plant with a keen delight,
A passionate fervour, strange to see,

Tended it ardently, day and night,
Yet never a flower lit up the tree.

The leaves were succulent, thick, and green,
And, sessile, out of the snakelike stem

Rose spine-like fingers, alert and keen,
To catch at aught that molested them.

But though they nurtured it day and night,
With love and labour, the child and he

Were never granted the longed-for sight
Of a flower crowning the twisted tree.

Until one evening a wayworn Priest
Stopped for the night in the Temple shade

And shared the fare of their simple feast
Under the vines and the jasmin laid*

He, later, wandering round the flowers
Paused awhile by the blossornless tree.